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Think About You (aka How to flirt on stage with your 
favorite guitarist) 


Author's Notes: 


Its a shortish one, told from Izzy's POV, but it kind of got me thinking and | might write a sequel later, I'll see. 


Setting is 80's era, | got mainly inspired by rewatching their concerts at The Ritz in 88B-they look so good 
during that gig-and the one recorded at The Roxy in 8b (video quality of the latter is terrible on YouTube but 
Axl and Izzy are looking so hot in that one too) 


We're playing tonight. Just another concert in another city which we had never visited before. Its a small 


venue but it's sold out, so we're happy. 


We always have a set list for the gig but it's not uncommon that Axl calls the songs in a different order than 
what is foreseen. It doesn't really matter. We're used to it. Duff and |, we do the backing vocals on most of 
the songs, we know what part we sing in each of them. Axl doesn't want improvisation on our part and we're 
fine with it. When we're on stage, that means | usually stay in my area alongside Duff, not too far from my 
microphone, so | can go back and forth to it, play and sing and so on, and pay attention when Axl comes our 
way running or twirling or doing whatever he feels like doing on stage. We've been doing this now for a few 
years so we know the routines. We just have a longer set list than before and since Appetite has been 
released and we've toured for a few months already, we have a good idea of which songs are the public's 


favorite. 


The show has started and the atmosphere is good. The audience is still a bit too calm but its just the 
beginning of the night. Axl seems in a good mood and he's working the crowd nicely. We just finished the second 
song, the next one is supposed to be ‘My Michelle. | see Axl talking to Slash and then | hear him play the intro 
riff for ‘Mr. Brownstone’, which was supposed to be after ‘My Michelle’. Ok, so Axl swapped them. He won't 
skip a song; he just reorders them as he pleases. Whatever. | join in with Steven and Duff. 


Axl is singing the first part and as | walk behind him going back to my spot he grabs me by the shoulder and 
takes me to the front of the stage to sing the chorus with him. He turns a little to his right to leave me 
some room on the left and he makes me come closer to him and the mike by holding me captive of his arm. 
He smiles at me as he sings the first words and | smirk back, catching up with the lyrics. My shoulder 
presses against him. Cheek to cheek, our alcohol and cigarette breaths mingle as we sing together. He lets me 
go at the end of the chorus and | spin around to move back next to Duff, paying attention where Axl is in 


order not to bump into him. 


After Slash's solo, Axl finishes the song while Duff and | do the backing from our usual spot on stage. Song's 
over, applause. | turn around to grab a beer on top of the stacked amps. Axl moves by my side and pulls me 


close to him to make sure I'll hear him above the hand clapping and excited whistling sounds from the crowd. 
"Looking good tonight, Mr. Stradlin’, he tells me. 


| have no idea why he's coming out with that now and what he means but as | take a step back, | nod and tip 
my paperboy hat at him to acknowledge the compliment. He walks back right against me, puting his hand 
behind my neck and tilting my head towards his. | hear him whispering in my ear "My Michelle, please" before 


releasing his grip and moving away. 


Perhaps | imagined it but | think | felt his lips brushing over my ear lobe when he said that. And that was 
strange but we're in the middle of a concert, so no time to ponder what's going through his mind. | see Slash 
looking at me from the other side of the stage. He knows we're off the track list and he waits to know what's 
up next. Problem is that Slash is the one doing ‘My Michelles main intro. | just do the little fill-ins. But | know 
Slash's part too so | just hit the first few notes of his intro while looking at him. He's drunk but he plays 
perfectly well when drunk, so he gets it right away. | stop, he takes over, starting from scratch. The crowd 
hasn't noticed anything. Good. Axl reappears from the side of the stage. | hadn't seen him leave. He comes back 


without his T-shirt and glances in my direction with a wide grin 


The next songs go as planned, meaning in the right order. Axl comes dancing and singing a few more times 
around me. | play dumb and just do my stuff. We do exchange a few more glances and looks during some songs. 
Next thing | know, we're finishing the first part of the show and we leave the stage. Duff and | are the first 
ones out since we exit the stage right next to where we stand when playing. We hand over our instruments to 
the roadie waiting for us there. Steven follows with Axl and Slash. Steven rushes to the dressing room to 
snort a few lines. Duff is drying himself with a towel and drinking with Slash. | grab a beer and a cigarette. Axl 
has thrown a towel around his shoulders to dry up a bit too. He stands next to me. 


"Can |?", he says with his hand up. 
"Sure", | pass the cigarette over to him. 


He takes a few long drags before bringing it back to my mouth. | pick it up to finish it. Slash says something to 
me but he's too far from me and there's so much noise from the audience that's still roaring and cheering 
for us to come back for a few more songs that | don't hear him. Plus | get distracted when | feel Axl's hand 


snaking around my waist and climbing up my back over my sweaty shirt. 
"You're soaked, Izz. You wanna get changed?", he asks me. 


lm not sure if | should be weirded out by what he's doing but I'm not, even if it's quite unusual for Axl to be 
touchy-feely, so I'm more surprised than offended. 


‘I'm good. We're almost done", | reply. "You're so wet too. You look like you've just showered", | say passing one 


hand in his dripping wet hair. 
"That sounds tempting right now, a hot shower..", he says with a dreamy tone. 


He doesn't add whether he's thinking about showering alone or not but | can see his eyes sparkle as he locks 
his gaze with mine when he says that. 


We get interrupted when we hear the stage manager yelling that we're due back out there now. | see Steven 


running towards us rubbing his nose and giggling. 


Axl's hand, which was still lingering on the small of my back, slides away. He gives me a last look before walking 
back under the spotlights. Shit, | truly have no idea what game he's playing there but this is not normal Axl 


behavior. 


We start the encore playing ‘Nice Boys' and then ‘Paradise City’. Axl's picking from the usual six songs we keep 
for the very end and among which he would choose three or four, depending on the time and his mood. He 


turns around and says something to Steven. | recognize the first drum hits. The last one for the show is 


‘Think About You'. 


Towards the end of the song, Axl happens to be gliding across the floor in my direction, playing with his 
microphone wire. He leans against my shoulder when he starts singing the chorus. 


| think about you 
Honey all the time 
My heart says yes 
| think about you 


Deep inside | love you best 


| swivel slightly to the right to give him more of my back to lean over and get the guitar neck out of his way. 
| feel him resting more of his weight on me, holding his mike in his left hand now. | feel his right one trailing 
down my back all the way to my ass. Oh? Did Axl just grope me on stage? | can't give him any weird look now 


but | definitely need to do that once we're out of here. What was that? 


| think about you 

You know you're the one | want 
| think about you 

Darlin’ you're the only one 

| think about you 

| think about you 

| think about you 


The lyrics of the song resonates in my mind and | forget I'm supposed to be singing along. Duff stares at me 
as he sings and wonders why l'm not. Don't know, Duff. Maybe l'm just confused about the fact that Axl's hand 
is stroking my ass on stage. 

When the show is over, we make our way through the backstage mess and | manage to reach our dressing 
room with Axl and Slash. Steven and Duff are staying backstage socializing with our female fan club. Back in 
here, Slash immediately heads out for the shower. We finally have a few minutes alone to speak 

"Great show", Axl tells me before gulping water from a small bottle. 

"You surely made it special tonight", | tell him walking a bit closer and eyeing him up and down, 


"What do you mean?", he asks, pretending not to know what I'm talking about. 


"You don't know?", | tell him moving right in front of him and nuzzling my face in the crook of his neck. "You 
were fucking flirting with me on stage", | say. "What's up with that?" 


"Izz, you must be high. | was most definitely not", he snorts, apparently not impressed by my attempt at 
exposing him. 


Most definitely not? Yeah, right. And I'm the Queen of England. 


"Ain't high enough for now but I'll be in one hour when we're back at the hotel. You know where to find me if 


you feel like explaining to me again how you were not flirting with me tonight." 


| give him a quick kiss on side of his neck and leave him there looking a bit confused. That's right, darlin, if 
you're playing me hot and cold, I'll play hard to get. 


| walk out to go see what's happening backstage. It's still a big mess, not surprisingly, and | don't want to be 
here but | can't be with Axl either. | don't know why he's playing that game. He knows | wouldn't say no to him 
but | know he will never actually want it so why he is pretending? No clue but I'm horny as fuck now. 


